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row. . . . Take off their clothes. Leave them only their
linen if it is white. All the rest to be sold at auction. A con-
vict has nothing that is his own. And look out, both of you,
behave yourselves! Don't let me catch you in any offense or
else . . . corporal punishment. . . . For the slightest trans-
gression, lashes!"
That afternoon the prison barber carried out the major's
orders. Dostoevsky's skull was shaven on half its surface, he
was shorn of half his mustache and the whole of his beard.
This operation which was repeated each week was a real tor-
ture, for the barber's razor was no sharper than a piece of tin.
The blade did not cut but grated the skin till it bled, roughly
tearing loose the hair. The men writhed on the stool, roared
with pain and threatened to rebel. Later, a convict who had
his own instruments shaved Dostoevsky for the price of one
kopek.
The convicts' garb consisted of gray trousers, a coat half
black and half gray with a yellow patch on the back, a short
sheepskin and a cap without a visor. Let the reader imagine
for a moment Dostoevsky, "the writer of the future," the
intimate of the Maikovs, the young man who had been in
love with Avdotia Panaev, dressed in this clownish fashion
with his skull naked and bluish on one side and covered with
bloody hair on the other, with a half mustache on his face
and chains on his feet, amidst a horde of laughing, cursing
brutes.
6 'No one here could surprise anyone," he wrote in The
House of the Dead.
Among these living dead the diversity of crimes was
matched only by the diversity of races: Cherkassians, Jews,
Mongols, Ukrainians, Poles, Muscovites, thieves, counter-
feiters, murderers, parricides, political prisoners. . . . There